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A mystery here was plainly concealed,
So when the evening came. Forth I strolled towards the town,
In the hope to solve the same. And as I went, I became aware Of a crowd of men who were seated there, With clothing the scantiest and backs that were
bare,
A lachrymose crowd, all bare and brown, Squatting forlorn on a knoll by the town.
And when they perceived the Feringhee* nlan
Come striding up the road, At once and together that crowd began
Their hearts of their grief to unload. They threw back their heads and rent the air With an ululating howl of despair,
I called a man, and I had to shout,
And bade him, tell what the row was about.
In anwer, he pointed towards a tree,
And with quivering lips, he whispered, " See I
There they sit, the terrible two.
God knows what more they are going to do.
We are lost and ruined unless my lord
Will give the aid he alone can afford."
I followed his glance to where two men
Beside the village tank Were lolling as if they were tired of toil,
In the shade of a sheltering bank, * Foreigner.